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raise her eyes for a moment, she saw standing near her
a tall dark dreadful figure clothed in scarlet and
holding a cord with a noose in his hand.

Savitri rose to her feet, after gently laying the
head of the prince upon the soft grass, and clasped
her hands in supplication.

" Who art thou ? " she asked.

" Thou art worthy to know, Savitri. I am Yama,
the King of the Dead, and I am come to fetch thy
loved one to my kingdom.'5

Then without pause or pity he touched the form
of the prince, who, in a moment, lay still and cold;
and, turning swiftly, the dread King made his way
towards the south with the soul of Satyavan in his
keeping.

But the great love of the princess gave her
untold strength and courage, and she followed the
King as he passed quickly through the forest. Then
Yama turned and sternly, though with some gentle-
ness, bade her go back to the body of her lord.

" Nay, my lord is here" she said, " and where
he goes I must follow also. Permit me to go with
thee, and as we pass onward let me say a verse to
thee."

Then in a low sweet voice the princess repeated
a verse in praise of Duty. The heart of Yama was
touched by her gentleness. " Ask a boon of me," he
said ; " ask anything but the soul of Satyavan."

" A boon, O King," she said gladly; " let the blind
old king be blind no longer, and make him strong
with the strength of manhood." .